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THE NOVELIST. 


ee eee 


Che ye iress 

A sprightly, rosy cheeked, flaxen haired 
little girl, used to sit in the pleasant even- 
ings of June, on the marble steps opposite 
my lodgings, when I lived in Philadelphia, 
and sing overa handred little sonnets, and 
tell over as many tales, in a sweet voice, and 
with an air of delightful simplicity, that 
charmed me many atime. She was then 
an orphan child, and commonly reported to 
be rich—often and often Isat after a day of 
toil and vexation. and listened to her inno- 
cent voice, breathing forth the notes of 
peace and happiness which flowed cheer 











fully from a light heart, and felt a portion of 


that tranquility steal over my own bosoms 
uch was Eliza Hontly when I frst knew her. 

Several years had elapsed, daring which 
time 1 bad been absent from the city, when, 
walking alone one of the most fashionable 
squares, | saw an elegant female figure step 
into acarriage, followed by a gentleman and 
two pretty children. [did not immediately 
recognise her face, but my friend who was 
by my elbow, said do you not remember lit- 
tle Eliza who ased to sing for as when we 
lived together in Walnut-street 2—I did re- 
member it was herself, 

She used to be fond, said he, of treating 
her little cirele of friends with romunces; 
and at last she. acted ont aneat romance ber- 
se'{—she came out in the gay circle of life 
under the auspices of her guardians; it was 
said by some that she was rich—very rich ; 
but the amount of her wealth did not ap- 
pear to be a publicity; however the current, 
and, as was generally beheved, well founded 
report was sufficient to draw around her 
many admirers—and among the number pot 
a few serious courtiers. 


She did not wait long before a young gen- | 


tleman on whom she looked with a some- 
what jealous eye, because he was the gayest 
and handsomest of her lovers, emboldened 
by the partiality, m de her an offer. Pro- 
bably she blushed 


Jittie, but they 


aod 
‘re silting ina moonlight 


periour, and as her embarrassment was 
more ian half concealed, she soon recov- 
ered, and as a wagzish humor happened to 
have the ascenden: she pul oo a serious | 
face, told him she had been honored by his 

‘ference, but that there was one matter 


‘hich she wished 


well understood before, 
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her heart fluttered a | 
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by giving a reply, she bound him to*his 
promise. Perhaps yoo may have thought 
me wealthy; | would apt for the world have 
you labor under a mistake on that point; [ 
am worth eighteen hundred dollars. 

She was proceeding, but the gentleman | 
started as if electrified; eighteen hundred 
dollars, he repeated in a manner that be- 
trayed the most eminent surprise; yes, 
ma’am, said he, awkwardly, I did understand 
you were worth a great deal more—but— 

No, sir, she replied ; no excuse or apolo- 
gies; think about what I have told you; you 
are embarrassed now; answer me another 
time; and rising, she bade him good night. 

She just escaped a trap; he went next 
day to her guardians, to inquire more par 
ticularly into her affairs, and receiving the 
sume answer he dropped the suit at once. 

The next serious preposal followed soon 
after, and this too came from one who had 
succeeded toa large portion of her esteem: 
but applying the same crucible to the love 
he offered her, she found a like result. He 
too left her and she rejoiced in another for- 
fuaate escape. 

She some time afee¢ became acqnainted 
with a young gentleman of slender fortune, 
in whose approaches she thought she discov- 
ered more of the timourous difiidence of 
love than she had witnessed before. She, 
did not check him te hits hopes, and in pro- 
cess of time he too made her an offer. But 
when she spoke of her fortune, he begged 
her to be silent, it is to virtue, worth and 
beauty, said he, that | pay my court. not to 
fortune. In you I shall obtain what is worth 
more than gold. She was most agreeably 
disappointed. They were married ; and af- 
ter the unton was solemnized, she made him 
master of her fortune with herself. Lam 
indeed worth eighteen handred dollars, said 
she to him, but I have never said how much 
more, and I never hope to enjoy more 


| pleasure than I feel this moment when I tell 


you my fortune is one hundred and eighty 
thousand. 

it was actually 80, but still her husband 
often tells her that in ber he possesses a far 
more noble fortune. 





“Mankee Trick. 
During the late war, a small schooner, la- 
den with silks, wine and brandy, belonging 
to Stonington, Massachusetts, was hailed, on 
her homeward bound passage from France, 
by a British armed brig, when the following 
dialoruve took place between the command- 


ing officer of the brig and the master of the 


schooner: 
Cfficer. Schooner ahoy ! 
Yankee. Hallow! 
Officer, Who commands that schooner? 


« Yankee. Why Brother Jonathan us’d to, 


im I do now. 


Officer. Brother Jonathan! who the d—t 


'is Brother Jonathan ? 


Yunkee Why you must be a darn’d fool, 
‘not to know Brother Jonathan—ev’ry body 
in town knows him. 

Officer. Send your boat on board. 

ee | don’t know whether I shall or 
not, for the boat’s all soggy, and [ ain’t got 
no new clothes—Brother Jonathan’s gota 
new coat, if be’s amind to go, he may, but 
I’m sure I shan’t. 

Officer. Strike! 

Yankee. Strike | why IL ain’t got nobody 
here to strike, but father, and he’s a cook- 
ing, and he’s crazy; and if | strike him, hell 


strike right back again. so it’s no use. 
Officer, What are you loaded with? 
Yankee. Bale-goods, and hens, and hen’s 


husbands, and bob-goblins, and long-fac’d 


gentry. 


Off cer. 


Yenkee 


Where are you bound to? 
S-t-o-n-i-n-g-t-o-w-n.* 





Of cr. Where’s your “ bale goods?” 
Yankee. here they bet 
Officer. You d—'d fool, do you call them 
v6 bale woods 2”? 
| Yunkee. Why sartin! don’t yoo? 
| picer. Where’s your * hens and hen’s 


| husbands gic 
Yankee 
here. 

Ojficer, Where’s your “ hob-gobling ?”? 

Yurkee There they be, io that-are ’tother 
great large coop there. 

Officer. Where’s your “long fac’d gentry?” 

Yankee. There they be in that-are pig stye. 

Officcr. Have you any thing to driok on 
board? 

Yunkee. We had some rom when we come 
away, but the cag’s away down under the 
load, and if you try, you can’t git al it, so 
it’s no use, 


There they be, in that-are coop 


The British officer, having received but 
little satistaction, and having, no doubt, be- 
come disgusted at the seeming ignorance of 
the Yankee, returned on board of his brig, 
and ordering Brother Jonathan on board the 
schooner, he lett the joer simple creatures to 
tuke care of themselves!!! A few days af- 
terwards, the vessel arrived at Boston, with a 
carzo valued at ove hundred thousand dollars £ 


* By this time. Brother Jonathan had bnard- 
ed the brig. where he was compelled to remain 





pre the schooner was examined by the British 
icer 
Tata ting to some bundles of clapboarde and 
shingles. which he took with him on his cute 
ward bound frassage, as @ covering for his 


| carg, 
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The glorious prospecis of America have 
of late years heen atheme, on which the 
stateeman and the poet have delighted to 
dwell—thev have admired to losk throneh 
the Jong vista of the coming vears to some 
distant time when their fond hones chall end 
in brieht frnition. Refore the event of the 
Revolution, when things wore a darker as- 
pect, 


the nower of an aristocratic covernment | 


were bnt duhinna, then the “poet's eve, in 
fine frenzy roling.’—conld look inte the 
mirror of after times. and draw a pictnre, 
which he considered ton crand to he realized 
till “Sirare Sir distant”? had rolled on—but 
scarce half a century haz elapsed since the 
was made—and al- 
readv has the “clory of the Western World , 


the 


following “pranhecy” 


ascended to honndless skiee%—her 
ts Hornes” 
as vet nnsheathed their swords) “have mark- 
ed their glorious wav’—and her commerce 
has arrived at all the richness which the | 
poet predicted Her spirit and power have 
given the importance to her name which 
was once alitached to the Roman-——‘'] am an 
* is enongh for a passport 
throngh the civilized world. 

The following is copied from the Royal 
American Magazine. published bv | Thomas 
n Boston. in Jan. 1774 —-Ut is entitled 

A PROPHFCY OF THE FUTURE 
Griory or America. 
To vears far dittent. & te scenes more bright, 
Aleng the vale of tape extend thy sirht, 
Where hours and days and years. from yon 
hricht pole. 

Wave following wave, in long succession roll; 
There see in pomr. for ages without end, 


American cilizen 


The elories of "he WrsteERN Wor.tp ascend! . 


See. this blest Land in her brieht morn appears 
Wok’d from dead slumbers of six thewcand 
vears ; Pray, 
While clouds of darkness veil’d each cheering 
Te savage beasts and savage men a prey 
Fair Freedom now her ensicnsbrig ht cisplavs. 
And peace and plenty bless the golden days 
In mighty pomp Amrrica shall rice 
Her clories spreading te the bennd ess skies : 


Of ev’rv fair, she heast th’ assembled charms, 


The queen of einpires and the nurse of arms. 
See where her Herons, mark their glori- 
ous Wey. 
‘Arm’d for the fight and blezing on the day; 
Blood stains their steps; ando’er the con- 
qu’iing plain, 


and our prospects of being freed from | 


(Wachinoton & Lafayette had not | 


‘comes the lady.” 


i Mid fighting thousands & ’mid thousands slain; 

Their eage” swords promiscuous carnage 
blend 

And ghastly deaths their raging course attend, 

| Her mighty pow’r the subject world shall see, 

For laurel’d conquest waits her high decree. 

See, her bold vessels rushing to the main, 





Catch the swift gales, and sweep the wat'ry | 


lain ; 

Or led a commerce, at the merchant’s door, 
Unlade the treasures of each distant shore; 
Or arm’d with thunder. on the guilty foe 
Rush big with death and aim the impending 

blow 3 
Bid ev'ry realm, that hears the trump of fame, 
Quake at the distant terror of her name. 





Crratrical Aurcvote. 

On the first night of Cooper’s nerformance 
on the Cincinnati boards, a circumstance hap- 
pened which should not be lost to the world. 
Othello was the play; the fame of the great 
Tragedian had drawn a crowded andience, 
composed of everv descripticn of persons ; 
and among the rest a country lass of sixteen. 


whom, (not knowing her real name) we will 


call Peery Pegey had never before seen 
thé inside of a play-house. She entered at 
the time Othe'lo was makine his defence be- 
fore the duke ané senate of Venice ; the av 
\dience were unusually attentive to the play, 
and Perey was permitted to walk in the lobby 
_until*she arrived at the door of the stage box, 
‘when a gentleman handed her in withont 
withdrawing his eves from the distinevished 
performer. and her beaux, a country bev was 
obliged te remain in the lobby. Miss Peres 
stared about for a moment. as if dowbtinge 
whether she was in the proper place, till 
casting her eyes on the stave. she ohserved 
several seats unoccupied. It is possible this 
circumstance alore could have induced her 
to take the stefi she did—but she ohserved the 
people on the stage appeared much more at 
their ease than those among whom she was 


standing. and withal much more sociable— 


and as fate would have it. just at that moment. 
Othello looking earnestly towards the place 
where she was situated. exclaimed. “ Here 
The senaters half rose, in 
expectation of seeing the “ gentle Desdemo. 
na.’ and Othello advanced two steps to meet 
her—vhen lo! the ma‘den from the country 
stepped from the box plump upen the stage 
and advanced towards the expecting Meor ! 
It is impossible to give any idea of the confu- 
sien that followed : the andience clapped and 
cheered the duke and senztors forgot their 
dignitt—the girl was ready to sink with ern- 
sternation—even Ceoper himse'f cou'd not 
help iciring the general mirth; the uproar 
lasted for several minutes. until the gentleman 
who had harcece ber into the bex. helped the 
blushing girl bret of her unpleasant situaticn 


It wes epreed en all hands that no lacy ever 


' 


vr ace her debut on the stape with more ec/at 
than Miss Pegeoy. 


———$———— ET 


The severest trial of the heart is 
jt can bear arival’s failure witbouta 





, whether | 
a triumph. 


Wigh Court of Tags. 
NovemBer SITTING. 

True copy of an extraordinary and very ém 
inent Surgeon’s Bill, exhibited in the high 
court of wags, to found and confound a 
process. 

Warerrorp, Dec. 31, 1823. 

Mr. Dennis Doneover, 

In account with Mr. Surgeon Nicholas, 

Sept. 2. Repairing your right arm, 
and setting it below your left 
sheulder, 1120 


Three new fingers to your left hand{0 16 4 
12.--One new foot to your lefi leg, 1 12 0 
Taking out three of your old ribs, 

and putting in three new ones, 6 13 0 
25.-—-Taking out your intestines, 

washing, turning, and putting them 

in again, 4 40 
Nov. 4.--Filling your old bones, witb 

hog’s marrow, 414.0 


Filling your veins with goat's blood, 3) 3 0 
15.-—Mending vour skull, and filling 


the empty place with ass’s brains, 5-15 7 
A new tongue, repairing your mouth, 

and altering your face, 2 46 
21.—-One new eye, and brightening 

the other, 4 $7 


Clearing the foul partsof yourheart,1 8 & 


Robbing up your bad memory, and 
repairing your mind, 117 2 
Dec. 8.--A new cheek, and mending 
your windpipe, 3.15 9 


A set of new lungs. placing them, and 
sundry repairs to your person, 1 17 3 


(Troe copy) Total, 46 16 9 


The Doctor, by a borough process, having 
seized the unfortunate man, the following 
js a catalogue of bis effects, which are to 
he sold at auction, by W.NEVERSEL, on 
Monday the 33d inst. The sale to begia 
at hatf past 12 in the forenoon. 


Catalogue of the property of Dennis Doneover. 

Lot 1. A copper cart-saddle, a leather 
handsaw, two woollen frying pans, and a 
glass wheel-barrow. 

2. Three pair of pea straw breeches, and 
a glass bedstead with superfine copper hang- 
ings. 

3. One deal coal-grate, with a paper 
smoke-jack, 
tea kettle, and a pair of gauze bellows. 

4. An iron feather bed, six pair of brass 
boots, and a steel night-cap. 

One pewter looking glass, a buckskin 
warming pan, a calimanco hog trough, anda 
pinchbeck swill tub. 

6. Four sheep-skin milk pails, a wheat 
straw tunnel, a leather hatchet, a eimity 
coal box. and sundry other necessary kitch- 
en requisites. 





MAGNANIMITY. 
I love the man who well can bear 
Misfortune’s angry frown ; 
I love the heart that spurns despair, 
Though all its friends have flown. 


a mahogany poker, a leather 
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AErxir of Morortr ! ! 

We understand that a meeting took place 
between two of the votaries of honor, near 
the Grave-Yard in this city, on Monday the 
4th alt. Two young Gentlemen of color, 
from twelve to fifteen years of age, (John, a 
free hoy, and Jack a slave belonging to Col. 
Fenwick,) considering it necessary to settle 
some dispute in any honorable way without 
applying to any of their brother duelists to 
assist them as friends, agreed upon a meet- 
ing; and that there might be no inequality 
of weapons, it was settled that both should 
use one and the same pistol, which Jack 
foond means to purloin from the gentleman 
in whose service be is, deciding by a toss up, 
who should have the first shot. 

We are happy that we are able to state, 


that no material injury was sustained by | 


either party; Jack, having won the first 
shot, wounded his antagonist slightly in the 
head, and recollecting that 

“ He who fights and runs aw2y 

May live to fight another day.” 
prodently retired from the field of honor. 


We presume that, according to the laws of 


honor, (with which, however, we do not pro- 
= : ° . Pa 
fess an intimtte acquaintance) Jack is too 





THE SABBATH. 


| How still the morning of this hallowed day ! 
| Mute is the voice of rural labor hush'd 


The floughboy’s whistle & themilkmaid’s song 
Avuspicrous morning! celebrated by an- 
gels, chauntine hallelujahs to Him who burst 
the bars of death, and triumphed over the 
grave. Shall men observe a dumb silence ? 
The ploughboy may suspend his unmeaning 
whistle, and the ruddy miltk-maid her inno- 
cent sone; yet they will with reverence join 
ina hymn of adoration and thanksgiving.— | 


. . ’ : ' 
| How charming is the day? See the rich and 
| the poor, the old and the young repair to the 


temple of the Lord. ‘he swain at dawn of 


| day, beats away the dew of night to bathe 
| himself, and restore his tired limbs; and an- 





far degraced to be worthy of further notice | 


from his noble antagonist, and we therefore 
need apprehend no further catastrophe. 

Jack, we are told, received a severe flag 
gellation when he arrived at home, and we 
suppose that John was as Cordially received. 
May all affairs of the kind happily terminate 
ip a Similar manner.—Pensacola Gazette. 





I.PITAPH ON A \\ ATCHMAKER. 
Here lies, in an Aorizontal position, 
The outside case of 
Peter Pendulum, Watchmaker, 
Whose abilities in that line were an honor 
To his profession. 
Integrity was the main springy 
And Prudence the regulater, 
Of all the actions of his life. 
Humane, generous, and liberal, 
His Aand never sfofificd, 
Till he had relieved distress. 
So nicely regulated were all his motions, 
That he never went wrong, 
Except when set a-going, 
By people who did not know 
His key; 
Even then, he was easily 
Set aright again. 
He had the art of disposing of his ¢/me 
So well, 
That his Aours glided away 
In one continued round 
Of pleasure and delight, 
"Till an unlucky minute puta period to 
His existence. 
He departed this life, 
Wound up, 
In hopes of being taken in hand 
By his Maker, 
And of being thoroughly cleaned, refaired, 
. And set a-going 
in the world to come. 


‘ 


{ 


|} never been 





other with active steps hurries to the assem- 
bly, and long anticipates the sound of the 
deep toned bell; all join in praise—praise 
universal echoes from ever heart. On this 
divine jubilee—this day of rest, the toils and 
hardships of the week are forgotten—and 
hushed are all the savaye passions. Thu- 
dressed in cleanly robes, ** and like the king’s 
daughter, all glorious within,” the people 
walk onward to the tempie of Zion. Eve 
yrateful day! hail thee king of other days— 
king of domestic peace—of pieasure—of rest ! 
Thou art ever welcome, ever lovely—wheth- 
er in winter’s frozen robe, or autumn’s rural 
walks to taste her richest fruit; or sammer’s 
sultry rays, to sit beneath the foliage of her 
roves; cr in the lovely Spring, to view the 
violet, the lily, or the rose. Thou fillest all 
seasons with divine respect. “The woodland 
watk, the verdant meadows, the chaunting 
chotr, converse and the moral man, receive 
their rich delights from thee! “ Hallowed 
day ! hush’d be the ploughbey’s whistle, and 
the milk-maid’s song.” 


— ——_—_¢- —_____] 


Nothing is better adapted to give the last 
polish to the education of a young man than 
the conversation of virtuous and accomplish- 
ec women —Their society serves to smooth 
the rough edges of our character,and to mel- 
low our tempers. In short, the man who has 
acquainted with females of the 
better class is not only deprived of many of 
the purest pleasures, but also will have Jittle 
success in social life; and I should not like to 
be connected by the bonds of friendship with 
the man who has a bad opinion auc speaks ill 
of the female sex in general. 


An otd woman named Leccr, was hop- 
picking in Mr. Leer’s garden, near Peters- 
field, with her three daughters, whose united 
ages amounted to 335 years, viz. the mother 
105, the eldest daughter 85, second 80, and 
the youngest 65. It happened that the old | 
woman felt obliged to chastise the child of | 
65 for idleness, remarking that ske feared | 
that she would turn out unsteady through | 
life. It is not the least remarkable circum- | 


| Stance that the old woman bus seen seven | 
' Senerations—Liversiool paper, 


Pleasures of Royalty. 

Madame de Maintenon, who enjoyed all 
the distinctions and flutteries of the splendid 
Court of Louis XTV. until she at length be- 
came the wife of that illustrious Monarch, 
has given the following impressive testimony 
to the vanity and hollowness,of her enjoy- 
ments, in a Jeter to Madame Maisonfort. 

* O that | could give you my experience ! 
that I could make you sce the ennui which 
devours the great, and the trouble which they 
have to fill up their days! Do you not see 
that I am dying of sadness, in a fortune that 


it would be dificult to conceive of ! I have 
been young and handsome; I have tasted 


pleasure; | have been loved by every one. 
In a more advanced age, I have passed my 
years in the intercourse of genius; I have 
come to favor, and I protest to you, my dear 
child, that every condition leaves a frightful 
void.” —— 

The following was given by a young lady 
toa gentleman who demanded ten shillings 
for a pocket book. 

To you I give my note of hand, 

ln which t promise on demand, 

The som of shillings ten to pay 

At sight--without the least delay ; 

3nt should my purse, hke many more, 

Of gold or silver, boast no store, 

Why then I must, like modern misses, 

Ia want of cash-~e’en give you kisses. 











MARRIED; 

To this town, by Rev. Mr. Wiley, Ernrain 
Coteman, Esq. of Newington, to Mrs. Mar- 
/egarner H. Hopkins, of this town. 

By Kev. Mr. Clark, Mr. Geonce Woops, to 
Miss Sanan Wraten. 

By Rev. Mr. ‘Turner, Mr. Sauver Ham, of 
Dover, to Miss Marny-Ann Hacey. 

= 
DIED; 

In this town, Roesert Livinasror, son of 

Dr. Robert L. ‘Thoro, aged 2 months. 
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FOR SALE; 
THIS DAY, on the Parade in 
this town, a Young HORSE, of 
five years old. Every way kind, 

andsome and suitable for a 

Dec. 23. 





family. 





LIME. 
fis subscriber keeps constantly for sale, 
THOMASTON LIME, at his Wood 
Wharf, North-End. ' = 
GIBBS. 


WILLIAM 
Loot and Shoe Silawutactory. ; 
WILLIAM CLARK; 

y OULD inform the public that he con- 

tinves to carry on the 








BOOT & SHOE MAKING BUSINESS, 
at bis Old Stand, Fore-street, opposite Mer- 
chant’s Row. All who will please to call on 
him may depend on having their work done 


| AS WELL as Can be done in Ark Lane. 


Mens Boots and Shoes made at short noz 
lice, for Cash. Dec. 9. 
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POETRY. 
Ou The Goes. 

Tell me not of size or tue, 

Jetty black, or azure blue, 

Hazle, sober, grey, or brown § 

If tbey’re clouded by a frown, 

Anod without expression fraught, 

Or signs of treason and of thought, 

They*ll never filease. 





But, though sparkling with delight, 
Or with sorrow dark as nivht ; 
‘Tho’ their lusiie dimm’d by woe, 
Or by bashfulness cast low : | 
If oh gemm’d by Pity’s tear, 
Let their owuer never fear ; 
Lhey’ll surcly filease. | 





From the Troy Sentincl. 
i had a little tender flow’r, 
Its infant leaves were just unfolding— 
I watch’d the blossom hour by hour, 
New beauties constantly beholding— 


I fear’d the cold, { fear’d the blast, 
Scarce would I let the dew-drop rest, 
Aod when the chilly raio fell fast, 
1 screen’d it in my anxious breast. 


The glowing sun’s first morning rays 
Shone mild upon its genial bed; 

But when his fervid nvon-beams blaz’d, 
I flesv to shade its drooping head. 


If chance its fair laxuriant stem 
Bent, devious from the parent roof, 

With haste I brought it back again, 
And gently taught it how to shoot. 


lis {reasur’d sweet, its matchless bloom, 
Fondly, | deem’d would e’er be mine; 

Would shed o’er all my days perfume, 
And sweeten e’en my life’s decline. 


One smiling morn, in dew-drops gleaming, 
Throwing its fragrance o’er the vale, 

It seem’d to bless the morning beaming, 
And spread its bosom to the gale— 


I mark’d the sun its beauties gild, 
1 gaz’d, and gloried in my pride— 
What angnish through my bosom thrill’d! 
It droop’d it wither’d by my side— 
*T was gone! vain all my anxious care, 
And tears that steep’d its blossoms pale ; 
I knew my precious flow’r was fair, 
But could not, would not think it frail. 


*T was gone! and to my phrenzied mind 
Rush’d wild impatience, doubt, distrnst ; 

But conscience whisper’d, ‘be resign’d; 
‘To take thy idol hence, was just.” 





Youth in ardour proud, 
Br ehtens all before it, 
Like the thunder cloud, 
Passion’s storm breaks o’er it. 
But soon the shower 
On leaf and flower, 
Glitters in beams more bright than ever, 
, So shines the tear 
Of doubt and fear, 
When Fortune crowns Love’s fond endeayor. 





~~ — « 


| VARIETIES. 


‘Scusibility. 
’T was anew feeling—something more 
Thon we had dar’d to own before, 
Which then we hid not; 
We saw it in each other’s eye, 
And wish’d in every broken sigh 
To speak, but did not! 
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She felt my lips impassion’d touch ; 
*Twas the first time I dar’d so much ; 
And yet. she chid not! 
But whisper’d o’er my burning brew, 
* Oh! do you doubt I love you now ¢” 
Sweet Soul! I did not! 


Warmly I felt her bosom thrill, 

I prest it closer. closer still, 
Though gently bid pot; | 

Till—oh! the world bas seldom heard 
Of lovers. who so nearly err’d, 

And yet who did not! 





ON A LADY, 

Whose Chamber the author entered by mistake. 
Thus unadorn’d—was no new charm reveal’, 
No blemish ondisguis’d ? 

(> fool! can beauty ever be conceal’d, 
Or innocence surpriz’d. 
A lady, lightly. sweetly finger’d o’er 
“The Legacy,” a favorite song by AZoore? 
Another lady sat, reclining by, 
So that a beau tight oppasite could spy 
A finely fashioned limb! “Pray sir.” said she, 
“Tell me! do you admire the Legacy ?” 
“Oh yes!” he quickly answered, full of glee. 
“Fair Maid, I much admise the L EG—I-see !” 
Woman, 

W hat is lighter than a feather ? 

Dust, my friend, in dryest weather ; 

What’s lighter than the dust, I pray ? 

Zhe Wind, that wafts it far away ; 

Pray what is lighter than the wind? 

The lightness of a Woman’s Mind ; 

And what is lighter than the last ? 

Nay, now mg friend, you have me fast. 


On a Sleeping Watchman. 

“Sound sleep yon guardian of the night, 
The hours uncall’d—youth’s rest no sweeter; 
I thought he was a Watch.”—*‘You’re right; 

Bot a sTOP, not a REPEATER.” 

Observe fair Cexta, all in all, 

Mild, beautiful and young ; 
Tis trune—but then her movth’s so small, 


It cannot hold Aer tongue J 


Says fair Ophelia, with surprise, 

How dark have lately grown my eyes; 

True. sighs a Lover, they’re array’d 

In mourning for the deaths they’ve made. 

A little girl’ happening to hear her mother 
speak of going into half mourning, said: *W hy 
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AMUSEMENT. 





Two lrishmen meeting in N. York, shook 
hands under an impression that they were 
once old friends and comfianions ; but on ob- 
serving they were mistaken, and that they 
were entire strangers to each other. one of 
them exclaimed: © A4rrah deur brother, we 
are greatly deceived !—you tho’t it was me, 
and 1 tho’t it was you, but it was neitier of ws.” 


Gen Burgoyne, in the height ef jovial con. 
versation, told Gen. Gates be was fitter fora 
midwife than a General. “Achknowleyved,” 
said Gates. “I have safely delivered you of 
7000 men.” 

A miller, who hail left his old employment 
for the purpose of keeping a public house, 
bespoke a sign, upon which he wished to 
have painted, his mil with the miller looking 
out of the window—but, suid he to the puinter, 
I was never seen to be idle. you must there- 
fore make the miller pop in his head when 
any one looks at him; all this he promised to 
perloim to his satisfection. At iciyth the 
sign came home, the new man of the barad- 
mired its beauties, but, suid he, where ts the 
miller? Oh, replied the paimer, lie frofif’d in 
his head when you looked. 

In some parish churches it Was formerly 
the custom to separate ihe men from the wo- 
men. A clergyman being imierrupted by 
ioud talkiug, stopped short, when a woman, 
eazer for the honor of the sex. arose and 
said—-“Your Reserence, the noire is not 
among us”? ©So much the bette:.” reptied 
the priest, “it will be over sconer.”’ 

An English nobleman once adve:tised for 
an English servant. Pat hearing of this, aps 
plied for the situation. On Leingequestioned 
of what country be was, he repiied, “an Ene 
vlishman to be sure”? And where was you 
bern? “In Dublio surely.’ seid Pat Born 
in Dabitin, replied the Nobleman, and an En- 
glishman, how can thatbe? “Why plase your 
honor,” said Pat, “spose a man is born in a 


stable, is that any raison he should be a iy6rse?” 


A gentleman having a herse that started 
and broke his wife’s neck. a neigboring squire 
told him he wished to purchase it for his wife 
10 ride upon.—"No, no,” says the other, I 
will nat sell the little fellow, because I intend 
to get married again myself.” 

“T come straight from London,” said acrook- 
ed little Jady in answer toa question put to her. 
“Did you,” said a wag. “then you must 
have been confoundedly warficd bv the way.” 


‘The Bishop of Dorsetshire had a slovenly 
custom of keepibg one hand alwavs in his 
breeches, and being one day to bring a bill 
into the House of Peers, relzting to a piovise 
ion for officers’ widows, he came With the 
papers in one hand, and the other, as usual, 
in his breeches ; and begining to speak, I 
have something ip my hand. my Lords, said he, 





are we going into half mourning, Mama, are 


| any of our relations half dead 2” 


forthe benefit of officers’ widows—-U pon which 
ithe Duke of Wharten immediately inter- 
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{ “ . ‘ 7 
rupting him, asked, dz which hand, my Lords” 













































